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One

A

ubrey Roan slung five slugs from his Colt’s .44 into

the back bar mirror of the Black Hawk Saloon.
“Aubrey, you drunk bastard!” Ned Toomey, the bartender,
screamed. “What the hell are you doing?”
Just then Marshal Joe Freeman’s stocky frame split the
batwings.
“Roan!” Freeman yelled.
Roan lit out the back way and headed for the livery stable.
Freeman took out after him. He got there in time to see
Roan mounting his big roan stallion.
“Hold it right there, Roan!” the marshal shouted.
“Give it up, Joe,” Roan sneered. He whipped out his gun
and ripped a slug into Freeman’s chest.
Freeman fell dead in the stench of the soured hay and
horse manure covering the stable floor.
Roan struck a match and tossed it onto a pile of loose
straw. The straw flared, and the flames spread like water on a
flat rock, licking at the tinder dry walls. Roan watched with a
satisfied smirk.
Golly Moses, the stable owner, was napping in a nearby
stall. He was jarred awake by the gunshot, smelled smoke and
began a frantic search for the source of the odor. He spotted the
broad rump of Roan’s stallion hightailing it out the back door
of the stable.
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“Fire!” Moses screamed.
The flames were already climbing the stable walls.
Moses grabbed a bucket and headed for the water tank. He
stumbled over the body of the dead marshal. Golly flung the
bucket aside, laid hold of Freeman’s body, and started dragging
it from the flaming building.
“Fire, dammit, fire!” he yelled.
People poured out of saloons and swarmed to where the
fire was lighting up the sky. Around the corner the horse-drawn
fire wagon reeled with excited dogs nipping at the heels of the
frenzied steeds.
A man grabbed hold of Freeman’s body and helped Moses
drag it clear of the burning building.
“What happened?” the man said.
“Damned if I know,” Moses said. “I heard a shot and
smelled smoke, then I seen the marshal sprawled out on the
floor deader’n a doornail.”
“It must have been that Roan fellow.”
“It was him all right. Damn fool ought to be strung up by
his thumbs.”
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